
7th Sunday of Easter (A): CCSY, 28 May 2017 
Acts 1:6-14; 2 Cor 5:14-20; John 17:1-11 

 
The gift – and challenge – of belonging 

 
In this National Reconciliation Week we gather here in this sacred space on lands sacred to 
the Kulin Nations, and respectfully to acknowledge current and past elders of the 
Wurrundjeri and Boonerwrung peoples.  
 
And on this last Sunday of the Easter season we join with three families in rites of passage 
that span our journey in the flesh, and which proclaim the presence with us of the risen and 
ascended Christ, from cradle, to grave, and beyond. 
 
In Holy Baptism we welcome three children into the arms of Mother Church: Xavier, Harley, 
and Sylvie. 
 
A few years ago Xavier’s Dad, David, helped run a fabulous Italian restaurant just across the 
road, Piazza Navona, of blessed memory – or ‘Pizza Nirvana’ as Fr Paul would call it – and 
David and family it’s probably just as well for all of our waist-lines that the culinary vacuum 
created has not been filled by anything nearly as tempting! 
 
Harley and Sylvie Bostock attend the Parish School; indeed they are classmates with our 
Rachel and Nicholas respectively, and it turns out I prepared their Mum Lucy for 
Confirmation almost 20 years ago as Chaplain of Trinity College.  I don’t know whether to 
feel proud, or just old! 
 
Today we also inter the ashes of our dear departed brother David Parsons, who sang with 
his beloved wife Jenny in our Choir for several years, and whose Requiem was celebrated 
here just before Easter. 
 
Such connections hold a mirror and a lamp to the way we form community.   
 
To seek out a community of faith in which to share our human journey is especially 
courageous and significant in our current geo-political context.   
 
As we grieve with the people and the parents of Manchester, and of Jakarta and of Syria, we 
are reminded of the grim and enduring reality of religiously-motivated violence – or at least 
of ideologically-driven violence that is mapped over faith-traditions; a conscription from 
which Christianity is not exempt, as the lessons of Church history teach us. 
 
This weekend, in our national history, we mark the 50th anniversary of the 1967 
Referendum, which changed two laws, such that Indigenous peoples could be counted in a 
Census, and States could no longer make exceptions with respect to the provision of basic 
human services on the basis of Aboriginality.   
 
To be counted in a Census is in some sense to belong. 
 



We recall it was just such a colonial ‘stock-take’ of who ‘counted’ that brought Mary and 
Joseph to an over-crowded Bethlehem.  It was on Census-night, that the Word of God 
became flesh, and was counted among us. 
 
In a few minutes, we will welcome Xavier, Sylvie and Harley as ‘members with us of the 
body of Christ . . . and inheritors of the kingdom of God’.  The Kingdom of God is that 
borderless and peaceable polity where God rules in human hearts; where there is neither 
bond nor free, male nor female; where love has rendered all distinctions void; where sects 
and parties fall, and we may be One as the Father and the Son are one – which is not to be 
‘one and the same’, but to be one precisely in the glory of our difference, and our 
differences. 
 
In baptism, we are counted first and foremost as belonging to that kingdom – not as a right, 
and certainly not as a birth-right, but as a gift – a gift that comes with a high calling.   
 
There are ways of belonging that exclude others: that create an ‘us’ and a ‘them’ – whether 
it be our belonging to a faith-community, a political system, a socio-economic demographic, 
or an ethnic grouping. 
 
The gift of ‘belonging’ to the real-politic of post-Federation Australia – as if it were ever that 
of a colonizing power to give – was extended belatedly and partially to the first peoples of 
this land, the vast majority of whom still feel alienated from our systems, services, and 
resources; still feel as though they don’t really ‘count’ when it comes to health, or 
education, or employment. 
 
And the shocking, sickening consequences of a broader, social alienation are felt with each 
wave of terror that crashes over communities around the world; communities in which so 
many appear disenfranchised and where latent anger and disillusionment are more easily 
manipulated than ever before, by those who would rally others under banners which are all 
some form of the binary opposition ‘us’ and ‘them’.   
 
I saw a bumper sticker the other day – and being on Punt Road I had plenty to time to 
reflect on it! – ‘Which god do you kill for?’  Ouch!  Alongside it was another one which read, 
‘Don’t pray in my school and I won’t think in your church.’  Double ouch!   
 
But, of course, unless we pray inclusively our schools, as we do in our Parish School, and 
unless we think expansively in our churches, we end up with just such binary oppositions: 
with ways of belonging that require others to be ‘out’ in order for us to be ‘in’; with 
ignorance that breeds fear and mistrust; fear that issues in the violence of othering, 
including the violence of forced assimilation, which is the wrong sort of ‘oneness’. 
 
Our belonging, by grace, to this household, to this wounded and risen body, to this roomy 
kingdom, must not be of such a kind.  Indeed, in baptism, we are entrusted with the ministry 
of reconciliation: nothing less than the means by which the Creator of all makes us and all 
things new. 
 



Our baptismal practice, therefore, must reflect this new creation, this kingdom of radical 
inclusion for which we are ambassadors. 
 
It is a practice, a polity, that starts here: born in those waters, modelled and fed at this 
table, narrated in the Scriptures; and it goes out through those doors – with the Gospel 
Book the Deacon carries, with us – to every table, every workplace, every classroom, every 
encounter that our Mondays might bring.   
 
It starts with Harley, with Sylvie, with Xavier.  It starts with me, and with you.   
 
It is the sacred trust that comes with the gift of our mutual belonging in him who was 
counted in our flesh – from cradle to grave and beyond – in whom all is reconciled, all are 
counted as beloved children of the one he called Father. 
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